a ~ u&£3£* aanna. 


The Tragedie »f 

The other to enioy by rage and Warre. 

Thefcfigncs fore-run the deathof Kings. 

Farewell, our Countrimcn are gone and fled, 

As well allured Richard their King is dead.- 
Sal. Ah Richard \ witheiesof heauiemind, 

I fee thy glorie like a Ihooting ttarre. 

Fall to the bafe earth from thefirmament, 

Thyfunne fets, -weeping inthe lowly Weft, 

Witnefling ftormes to come, woe and vnreft : 

Thy friends arc fled to waite vpon thy foes, 

And croflely to thy, good all fortune goes. 

Enter the Duke ofHerfi>rd,Yorke, Northumberland , 
Bujbie and Greene Rr-ifoners, , 

Bui. Bring foorth thefe men. 

Bujhie and Greene, \ willnotvexeyourfoules 
Since prefently your foules mu ft part your bodies, 

With two much vrging your pernicious liues, 

For t'were no charitie 5 yet to walk your blood 
From off Kiyhands, here intheviewof men, 

I v\iUynfoldfon^caufes ofyour death. 

You haue mifcled a Prince, a Royall King, 
AhappieGentieman in blood and lineaments; 

By you vnhappied and disfigured cleane. 

You haue in manner with yourfinfull howres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt his Queeneandhitn, 

Broke the profeflion of a Royall bed, : ; 

And ftaind the beautieofa fayre Qyeenes cheekes, 

With teares drawne from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Princeby fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeere to.theKing in blood, and neere in loue, 

Till they did make him mif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy necke vnder your iniuries, 

And figh’d my Englifh breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of baniflunent, 

Whileyouhaue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes, and feld my forreft woods, 

From {nine owne windowes torne my houlbold coatc, 
Ratfx 6utmyimprelfe,leauingme no figne, 




Richard the Second* 

c ,P mens opinions, and my lining blood, 

Snathe world I am a Gentleman. 

’ ,nd much more, much more then twice allthis, 

h fc 'l hM " dc,iutredou " 

To execution and the hand of death. 

1 %u(h More welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 

Ther \Bnlltngbrooketo England * Lords farewell. 

1 ” nCt My comfort is,thatheauen will take our foules? 
a id olasue iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Ball My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatcht s 
Vnckie, you fay, the Qucene is at your houfe, 
ForGodsfakefairelie let her beentreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuertd. 

Yorke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bull, Thanks (gentle Vnckie: ) come Lords, away, 

T/i fiohtwith Glendor and his complices, 


Enter the King, tAamerle, Car HU, &c* 

Km. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand/ 

An. Yeamy Lord; how brook’s your Grace the ayre ; 
After your late tofling on the breaking Seas l 
King. Needs muft I like it well,I weepe formy,, 
Toftand vpon my kingdome once againe 
Deareearth, 1 doe falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels Mound theewith their Horfeshoofes : 

As along parted mother with her Child, 

Plaies fondlie with her teares, and fmiles in meeting : . 

So weeping, fmiling,.greet I thee my earth, 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Sou era; goes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence, , 

Butlet thy Spiders, that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauie gatedT oads lie in their way, 

Dooing annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Which with vfu rping fteps do trample th«e : 


